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AG ROS T #0 


T he infant Bard b' ambition taught to ſoar, 

H umanity's kind aid preſumes r implore ; 

0 ne ſmiling glance from pity's beaming eye, 

M ight raiſe aſpiring hope, ſuppreſs the figh; 

A nd grant that tranſport which the lover proves, 


S ecure of fay'ring ſmiles from her he loves: 


G ratitude's unfellow d boon ſhou'd reign, 
O er all who dwell on life's unlevel plain; 
O n ſacred friendſhip many things depend, 


D are any mortal, then, forget bis friend ? 


Pl careful toil to merit their eſteem, 
N or think reality an idle dream. 
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Dramatis Per ſouæ. 


ME N. 


STREPHON, a Shepherd. 
GAFFER, an old Peaſant. 


Eleven Swains. 


W O M E N. 


PHILLIS, a Shepherdeſs. 
GAM MER Gaffcr's Wife, 
MOPSA, Gaffer's Daughter, 

And the Inhabitants of the Village. | 


T 1 


LOYAL SHEPHERDS, &c. 


$CRNE A Village, the Inhabitants 
ſtanding at the Doors of their Cottages. 


GamMmeR enters haſtily and fings as follows: 
1 11 
Oz neiglbours Ive news that will _ a- 


larm ye, 
The French have invaded our coaft with an arme; 
daily come nearer and nearer unto us, 


Oh, this ſad « event will' for ever undo us. 
For tho they be French, they may have Engliſh 


lates, _ 
And projer good roaft-beef to ſt oup-maigre and 
alla 
They'll eat up our viftuals, and ſend us all packing, 
2 lid, how the thought ſets my poor heart an aching. 
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Al, Gaffer, Old England ts ruin'd believe me, 


I told you your fav'rites, at laſt, would deceive ye; 
But don't ſtand here gaping, get into your houſes, 
And prepare to defend your poor children and 


ſpoujes. 


(They all go into the cottages except Gaffer, 
who ſtands in a thoughtful poſture; after a 
ſhort pauſe he ſpeaks as follows:) 


ET EHHTATIY E 


Gaffer. Wauns! this is ſhocking news I do 
proteſt, 
Yet may be Gammer only was in jeſt ; 
Or if in earneſt ſhe may be miſtaken, 
But, be't as *twill, I'll go ſecure the bacon. 


(Gaffer goes into his cottage, then the ſcene 
changes to a beautiful grove, Strephon 

enters with Phillis weeping on his arm, he 
ſings as follows:) | 


TT 


Moft lovely Phillis, tho” 1 go, 
I quickly ſhall return; 
Come ftem thoſe tides of grief which flow, 


Nor, when I'm abſent, mourn. 
Doubt not, dear nymph, my faithful vaw, 
If thou haſt love for me, 
T ſwear, when laurels grace my brow, 
J will return to thee, 
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And when thou bid'ſ# me lead the way, 
To Hymen's ſacred ſhrine, 

In wedleck”s nooſe, without delay, 
Our hands and hearts we'll join. 


RECITATIVE. 


Phillis. But, think, how many happy hours, 
We've trifled in theſe rural bow'rs. 
Strephon. - Indeed IT own that's very true, 
But I have not time to trifle now. 
Phillis. Yet ſtay I beg, if you depart, 
Oh dear, twill ſurely break my heart. 
Strepon. (A ſide) Better one woman's heart 
ſhould break, : | 
Than a whole nation go to wreck. 
(To her.) My country calls, and ſhould I 
ſhrink, 
Good Heav'n what wou'd the people think ? 
Phillis. Theyd' think youlov'd fincere Itrow, | 


Strephon. Then don't I love ſincerely now? 

Philhs. I doubt.— | 

Strephon. Nay, Phillis, fay not fo: 
You know my heart, I ne'er romance, 
Yet ere I'd live the flave of France, 
I vow I'd die for liberty, 
So now for death or victory, 


(Krit 


B 2 AIR. 
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AIR. PRIIIISõ alone, 


So, here in dull ſorrow and anguiſh, 

T he ſhepherd has left me to languiſh; 

Oh, dear, 1 am quite out of patzence, 

Theſe Frenchmen, plague take their invaſions, 
By ſea to come privately, rot 'em, 


I wiſh they'd all gone to the bottom. 


But Pl! be reveng d take my word, fir, 
PI! purchaſe a gun aud a ſword, fir; 
A ſwinging cockade and a beaver, 
Coat and breeches, all gallant and clever, 
And *till the rude combat is over, 
Pl fight by the fide of my lover. 
| Exit.) 
STREPHON re- enters meeting eleven ſwains. 


AIR. Strephon. 


I once was a ſhepherd, that watch d by the brook, 
My ewes and my lambkins, with pipe and with crook 
But now, in defiance of danger or ſcar, 
Behold a brave ſoldier equipt = the war. 
To you, brother ſhepherds, who dwell on the plain, 
Myſelf I addreſs, and I hape not in vain, 

me, muſter your courage, for once be perſuaded, 
For Britain's fam d iſle is by Frenchmen invaded. 


Ye beaux come renounce your moſt favourite pride, 
Learn to uſe the bright gem, which adorns the fair 
15 2 
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Nor longer go dangle with folly and vice, 

But the ſoldier aſſume, and make glory your choice: 
Te topers, no longer der juice of the gra ſes, | 
Sit and ſpend the choice hours like inſenſible apes, 
But graſp firmly the ſword, let my — be rad, 
Far Britam's . d iſle is by Frenchmen invaded. 


Tet, ladies, ou re not angry with me, 

Allo 1 entice 2 = lovers away, 

Tis but to defend Britain's charters and rights, 

And in ſuch a cauſe, he wins honor who fights : 

So now, brother Britons, for combat prepare, 

Ne'er harbour dull doubt, nor give ſcope to deſpair, 

Let's ſummon our valour, good fortune will aid us, 

And we'll make them repent that they dar d to in 
vade us, 


RECITATIVE. 


Firjt Swain, Thy words (brave you doth 
| animate deſire, 
And fill my boſom with heroic fire; 
Second Swain, I pant for glory, 
Third duain. and Thu for RW 
Fourth Swain. I wiſh by noble deeds. to 
raiſe my name. 
Firſt Swain. In ſhort (brave youth) we 
mutually agree, 
To defend Britannia, or to fall with thee, 
But we've no weapons, 


Strephon. let not that appall, 
Come to my cottage, I'll equip ye all. 
(Exeunt omnes.) 
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Pa1LLIs re-enters in 4 ſoldiers dreſs compleatly 


arm d. 
RECTATIVE, 


Phillis, And what altho' I was a woman once, 
The hero now my habit doth announce; 
(Exulting) I'm fir'd with courage, (with timidity) 

et 5 chill'd with fear, 
I wiſh my deareſt Strephon was but here; 
For, if that idol of my ſoul be loſt! 
(Seeming to obſerve him coming.) 
Oh no, I ſpy him with a goodly hoſt; 
They come, (Strephon &c. enter all hail, ye 
ſons of loyalty, 
Ye undiſſembled friends of royalty; 
I heard of your intended expedition, 
And come to join ye, if you'll grant permiſſion. 
Streplon. O come and welcome, we will not 
reject, 
But treat your valour with all due reſpect. 

Phillis, But there's one evil which attends 

my caſe, 

Strephon. Say what, and we that evil will 

redreſs, 

Phillis. My diſcipline. 

Strephon. O dear, you've nought to do, 
But ſhoot the foe, leſt they demoliſh you. 

Phils. Oho, if that be all, why then I'm 


happy, 
| Streph. See here, my friends, I've got a ** 


of nappy; 
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The good King's health ſhall crown each noggin, 
We will but drink, and then be j Jogging: 


AIR. Adapted to the tune of Gad ſave 
great George our King. 


Streph. Health to great George our King, 
On him, (while thus we fing) 
May fortune ſmile; 
May rebellion's creft be laid 
In dark obltvwon's ſhade, 
And peace her banners ſpread 
Oer Briton's 1/ke. 


Phillis, Health to the royal farr, 
Beauty's pride, virtue's care, 
| 2 s kind Queen ; 
truth, fincer1 
Wealth and 2 — 
Bleſs the poſterity 
Of this rig reigu. 


i e 4. 


Health to the Hero 62 95 
Fate grant that he may laue 
In glory's ſpring; 
May triumphant victory, 
Laurels and liberty, 
Be Britains deſtiny, 
* God fave the King.“ 
Huzza, huzza, huzza. (Exeunt omnes in order.) 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE. The 7. illage, Gammer fands 
ing at her door, Mopſa enters haſtily. 


KzSCI1TA-TIYE 


Mopſe. Why, mother, they ſay the French 
are juſt at hand, 
Gam. Aye, daughter, daughter, ſo I under- 
ſtand. 
Mopſa. But what, I wonder, can the French 
want here, 
Gam. To fill their bellies with we Engliſh 
chear, 
Mopja. Oh, mercy on us. 
Gam. —— then they'll next proceed, 
Beneath their feet fair liberty to tread. 
Moſa. Oh dear! 
am. ——— then cancel Britains ſacred 
charter, | 
Her laws ſuppreſs, her antient cuftoms barter ; 
The free-born lads muſt hoſtile chains put on, 
And ev'ry buxom laſs muſt then turn Nun. 
Mopſa. O Lord forbid that I ſhould turn a Nunf 
Gam. Ah, child, they'll force ye, 
Mopſa. —— t that can't be done. 
For if you'll now believe, you need not doubt 
me, 


I han't a morſel of Nun's fleſh about me. 


GArFER 
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Garrer comes out of an Alehouſe, GAMER 
. obſerves him. x 


Gam. See, there's your Father, what a ſot- 
th lout, % 
O Gaffer, Gaffer, what d'ye think about; 
Our land invaded, and the foe is near, 
And you've got drunk, — 
Gaffer. the way to baniſh care. 
( Hiccußs.) 


AIR. Gaffer. 


Z— nde, why ſhould J ſigh in deſpair, 
Shall Frenchmen fill Britons with fear; 
Give me twice two ſcore, . 
And ll beat them twice ver, | 
Tho Tm drunk, (dam me) what do I care. 


Diſcourage me now if you can, 
When nature with ts fills the pan; 
Nine Frenchmen it takes 
If a taylor ſhe makes, 
And nine taylors it takes to a man. 


RECITATIVE. 


Gam. Ah, poor Old England, faith it grieves 

mie lore, | | 
Thy fate was ne'er fo deſperate before; 

| 9 | But 
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But when ſuch men rule, as are our rulers now, 
Lord, who can wonder? — , 
Gag. Why that's very true, 
And yet 'tis hard 
Gam, — Now had I rul'd the roaſt, 
The French had never touch'd Britannia's coaſt; 
I wou'd have kept ſuch mighty force by land, 
And then by ſea, a fleet fo ſtaunchly mann'd.---- 
Geer. 7 laughing Oh, dear, it makes me 
augh amidſt my fears, 


A r old woman manage ſtate affairs. 
EM : Ha! ha! Hal &c. 


©. 10 . 4: 


Gam. You're a fot and a churl, (attempting 
to ſtrike him) 

Ga. Do, vixen, be quiet. 

Both. You're never at caſe neither up nor 


in bed. 
Mopja. Now father, dear mother, don't 
keep ſuch a riot. 
04 and Gam. Stand off ſaucy baggage or 
I break your head. 
Gaff. Why, Gammer, you're drunk, (7oc 7650 
Gam. No, *tis you have got tipſey, 
Gaff. and Gam. You lie, and I'd tell you 
ſo, was ye at home. 
Mopſa a. This bawling is ſhameful. 
G, and Gam. --— Impertinent gypſy, 


To what a vaſt pitch is your impudence come: 
Gam- 
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, Gam. ] You fit guzzling, 
Gaff. 4 I'm a fellow, 
Mopa. } Father mother, 


Gam. \ Whilſt Pm puzling, 
Gaff. 5 When I'm mellow; 
E; G } Pray give over. 
My brains for the good of my country 
T1 and king, 
Gaff. Bold as a mariner toſfs'd by the 
waves, 
Mepſa. | Peace and contentment is better than 
ſtrife; 
Gam. ) But however, 
Gaff. . r Don't provoke me, 
Mopſa. j Now believe me, 
—_ # \ I endeayour, 
For now look ye, 
770 Much you grieve me. 
Gam. \ To you, ye dull fluggard, 'tis all 
the ſame thing. 


Gaff. I will reign predominant over 
my ſlaves. 
Nu. For cavils and noiſe are but burthens 
to life. 


GAFFER and GAMMER attempt to firike each 
other, but Mops Aa prevents them, till a PUG 
and drum (without) alarms them. 


C2 RECITA- 


— — 
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RECITATIVE. 


Gam. Hark! I hear the invaders army com- 
ing, | 

Mopſa. Now for a Nunnery, 

Gaff. - - Zooks, I hear em drum ming. 

Gam. O how I tremble, ----—-. | 


Mopfſa. - How my heart does ach! 


 STREPHON, PHILLIS, ©c. enter. 


Srephon.. Gammer I wiſh you joy of your 
miſtake, | 
Gam. Oh, I ſhall die, 
Ma. No, no, there's no occaſion, 
Look up, dear mother, this is no invaſion. 
Gam. Then who are theſe? | 
Mopſja. Why, Strephon and the ſwains, 
Who watch their flocks upon the neighbouring 
plains, 
Gam. Lord, is this Strephon? 
Streph. -—--- Yes it is, behold me, 
But what a ſtrange rum tale it was you told me; 
How Britain was invaded by the French, 
GC. Well, well, you muſt excuſe the poor 
old wench; 
For ſhe is ſuch a patriot, wou'd you think, 
For theſe three nights ſhe has not ſlept a wink; 
But fighing, rolling, tumbling up and down, 
I'm plagu'd as bad as tho' *twere honey- moon. 


Gam- 
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Gam. Then we're not invaded? = | 


Streph. - No, | 

Gam. --——- Tm glad to hear it, 
But don't you think we ſhall ? 

Streph. Pho, never fear it: 


Should Monſieur come, egad we'd cauſe his 


grie 
And haſte his hide with dripping o roaſt-beef.. 
AIR. Adapted to the tune of Roaſt Beef. 
Streph. The ſwains from tlieir ſbeep-folds wou'd 


ickly repair, 
And ( we the ewes of the lambs to. take care) 
The 2 to A Ha, quit the j 72 s of the plains, 
: ſwains of Ola England, 
And 0 the old Engliſh brave ſwains. 


. Gam. Old wives, like: tome, with arporakld 
zeal, 
Waid  Fudy, (renouncing the rock and the reel, 
And make their dear country the care of their 
troes, 
'3 O the rare wives of Old England, 
And O tlie old Engliſi rare wives. - 


Gaff. — who had ſons fit do follow die 
plough, | 
3 Wou'd bid ther take arms and oppoſe the rude for, 
Nor ſhrink ot the trumpet or Canon's fn miſe, 
. Otte brave boys of Old An 
I And O the old Engliſh brave boys.” © 
Jha 


Ir 
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Mopſa. The girls who love freedom, and pleaſure, 
and fun, 

Preferring love's joys to — the cares of a Nun, 
ould encourage the ſoldiers with kiſſes and 


arls, 


O the rare girls of Old England, 
And O the old Engliſh rare girls. 


Phillis. The amorous dame, when her lover was 


1 d dain, in her cottage, to tarry alone; 
rave ev'ry danger, regardleſs of maims, 
W the fair dames of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh fair dames. 


n 


All true honeft Britons wou'd gladly unite, 
For their King and their laws, and religion they'd 


Si liberty bleſt, in loud accents they d fing, 
Ha? to 2 ng of Old E — fog 
All hail to old England's brave roma 


RECITATIV E. 


Phillis, Well, Strephon, ſince the French are 


not come nigh, 
And you've no taſk your moments to employ, 
Will you 4 may the ſacred vow ye made 


Streph. Aye, brother ſoldier, or elſe looſe 
= Wha 
t 
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What was it pray? -—— 
Phillis, a ſong you ſung to me 


In yonder grove, --—- | 
Ser plon. — a ſong I ſung to thee ? -—— 


Parts fings the following words to the ſame 
Air which STREPHON ſung them, imitating 


his manner. 
„ 


Lovely Phillis, tho 1 go, 

I quickly ſhall return; 

Come flem thoſe tides of grief which flow, 
Nor, when I'm abſent, mourn. 


RECITATIVE, 


Strephon. That ſong I ſung to Phillis, 

Phillis. (Taking off her hat) and pray who's 
this, 

Strephon. What! is this Phillis ? 

Phillis, --—-- look again and gueſs. 

Strephon. Why faith it is, but why diſguis'd 


I 3 | 
Phils. When you, in haſte, took leave and 
Went away, | 
(—_ her dreſs) This garb I did procure, 
aſſum'd this gait, (marching ) | 
And thus equipt myſelf to ſhare your fate: 
So now, dear youth, let's quit the hoſtile train, 


And rove together thro? loye's fair campaign. 
| Stre- 
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rephon. But will you lay down arms ? -—— 
Pitt — I will. 
Srephes but then, 
You'll promiſe neꝰ er to take them up again; 
But live a ſubject, duteous, conſtant wife. 
Phillis. I will, (believe me Strephon) while 
Pye life. 
Strephon. (Aſide) When one engages in a 
cauſe like this, 
A treaty ſhou'd be made for laſting peace. 
| (To Phillis) Well, you'll remember what you 
F now have ſaid, 
1 Phillis. Aye, brother ſoldier, or elſe looſe 
"i my head. 
Strephon. But hark ye, one thing yet you 
muſt reſign, 
Phillis, What's that I pray? 
Stre the breeches muſt be mine, 
Phillis. The breeches! 
Strephon. — aye, at morning, noon and 
night, 
You know prerogative's a huſband's right. 
Phillis, I yield the ſwa 
$trephon. —-=-- but the breeches; 
Phillis, ------ I forſwear em. 
Strephon. But will you &er again preſume 
to wear em 
Phillis. No, never, never. 
Streplon. hen the reins are mine, 
And mute ſubordination muſt be thine. 


Phillis, 


16 
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Hold, Strephon hold, you muſt | not make rude 


ches; 

FF. NR 
And you, as maſter, rule the ſheep and goats, 
As miſtreſs I will wear the petticoats. 
Step. Hold, Phillis hold, you act unprece- 
If 1 1 P ed; 

am maſter, content 

Phils. And Ts 0 quing co ; 

Strepl. Well then alls a 
One * kiſs, now ler 8 t9 church and ſeal the 


degd. 
ATR FIN AL . ll 
Streph. Hark, hark, thro' the grove, 
Je herald of He 
Proclaims Cupid's abſolute þ why; ; 
The fute f. ſoft alarms, 
Excites us ty arms, | 
Ye nymphs and. ye ſhepherds dey. 
To the Frontiers advance, 
Soft iy you'll enhance,  \ © 
Attack, but with courage replete ; ; 
The th conflict you 1 
42 not danger 
For congueft is but 2 retreat. 


Phillis. Again the flute ſounds, 
The clangor rebounds, 
The ſummons Tl never diſclaim; 
Toys bla andiſh the tail, 
Enriching the ſpoil, 
And the t1 * are trophies of fame. ; 
The 
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THE LOYAL - SHEPHERDS, 


T he conteſt is kind, 
The combat refin'd, 
The captive maintains the fair fel ; 
The victor is bleſsd, 
T he vanquiſh'd careſs'd, 
And the conqueror conquers to ae 


C HO R U 8. 
Bellona to day, 


To Venus gives way, 


And love is the warrior deſign; 
But ſhould the rude foe,” 
Dare threaten a blow, . 

Then Cupid to Mars muft refign. 


| Now Critics forbear, 


To cenſure ſevere, 
Nor our Author's faint effort revile; 


M itl a wink or a nod, 


T he Shepherds 
But grant the Heroine a ſmile. 


A Dia- 


4 DIALOGU, &. ' ty 


A DIALOGUE between Venus and Curt. 
Venus. Tell me, my ſon, I pr'ythee tell me 


why, | 

Thy boſdfn heaves this fad ill-omen'd figh? 
Why doſt thou bow thus ſervile to deſpair ? 
Why doſt thou fink depreſs'd with anxious care? 
The heart, which once elate with wanton wiles, 
Now, dull ſequeſter'd ſolitude beguiles; 
The face, which wreathed ſmiles did once adorn, 
And ſhone more bright than fpring-tide's roſy 

mornz _ | 
Now dreary ſorrow veils with fulſome ſcowl, 
Anddown eachcheck a grief- ſwoln tear doth roll. 


Cupid. Forbear,(Mamma)to aſk, the caſe is plain, 

Tho' my fault'ring tongue twould baffle to ex- 
lain : | 

The Pad of anguiſh which now bears me down, 
Can be but to the wretched bearer known; 
While grief's exhauſtleſs torrents rudely flow, 
Infuſing bitterneſs, and dregs of woe 
Into the cup, which deſtiny ordains 
A draught for Cupid, and the ſource of pains. 
Dear Venus, pity this my ſad diſtreſs, 
Fate has not pow'r my evils to redreſs. 


Venus. My darling boy, no longer in ſuſpence 
Thus keep thy mother, or with vain pretence 
Attempt to thwart her curious defign;  _ 
Thy joy's my 5 and thine anguiſh _ 

2 4 


20 Between VENUS and CUP1IH 


III wil to ſhew thy merits, hide thy faults, 
Ahd ſearch (with nideſt care) thy inmoſt thoughts; 
Rut the fatal cauſe of all thy tort ring woe, 

Is in decypher'd characters wrote on thy brow; 
In vain thou ſtriv'ſt to hide thy miſeries; 

I read thy heart by looking in thy eyes, 

Or if I err, I'll ne'er again rely, 

With conſcious truth on dull phis ognomy, 


Cupid. Ah, is it ſo? my griefs then I'll diſ-loſe; 
And plain to view, reveal my mad'ning woes: 
Alas! fair Queen of Beauty's bright domain, 

I went on embaſſay to Britain's plain; 
I thither went, obſequious to your will, 
But fruitleſs efforts did the moments fill; | 

The nymphs wemlgrown ſo fair, and eke ſo vain; 

My aid and art alike did they diſdain; h 
By their own charms they chain with magic pow'r; 
And Cupid's ſacred rites are now no more. 


Venus. Ah, woe is me, att thou the dimpled 
5 boy, Joy”; 
Whom mortals call the © ſource of heart-felt 
Art thou my Cupid that thus bends to care, 
And proſtitutes thy cheek with ſorrow's tear? 
Is thine the face which Hebe deck'd fo gay, 
With youth's bright charms that never ſhould 

n 

Ar't thou the god of love that laugh'd away |, 
The fleeting night, and ſpent in mirth the day? 
If ſuch thou art, ren-unce this odious grief, 
For I'm thy mother and will give relief. 


Cupid. 
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Cupid. 1 am your dimpled boy, the ſon of 


„ mirth, 

To you I owe loud praiſes for my birth; 

But now my godhead is a burthen grown, 

And all the blandiſhments I once did own 

Exhauſted are; and men more bleſt than J, 

With eaſe can quit intruding cares and die; 

With pleaſure they refign their mortal breath, 
nd clap contentment cloſe in laſting death; 
hile to eternity Pm doom'd to live, 

And prove the tortures diſappointments give. 


Venus. Vain talker ceaſe, nor thus with words 
+ - pn, | 
Polute the ſanction of thy hallow'd reign; 
When ills weigh down the menial ſons of men, 
They have not fortitude to riſe again; 

But gods each dificulty ſhall ſurmount, 

And all their former hours of bliſs recount: 

So tHou again ſhall reaſſume thy bow, 

And raiſe thy ſceptre which is now laid low ; 
Thy pointed darts, their wounds ſhall multiply, 
The banners too, of Love ſhall wave on high. 


Cupid.” Alas! alas! you talk of reaſon void, 
My ſceptre's loſt, my empire is deftroy'd; 
For Cynthia, Phœbe, Delia, and the reſt, 
Are clad (by nature) in perfection's veſt; 
When they but ſmile the fatal wound is made, 
And by their pow'r are youthful ſhepherds 
ſway'd. 


If, 


22 Between VENUS and CUPID. 


If, from my bow, I throw a winged dart, 

The chance at beſt is but to pierce a heart ; 
The cyes of ſome fair nymph has pierc'd betore, 
Nor potent balm can heal the gangreen'd tore. 


Venus. Thoſe idle accents all my hopes 
bereave, | 

And patience is preparing to take leave; 
Forbear, my ſon, forbear, or phrenzy ſoon, 
Wilt reaſon's ſacred majeſty dethrone ; 
Chill horror thrills thro” ev'ry pore and vein. 
The mariner, who plows the briny main, 
Deſpairing ſees contorted billows riſe, 
Like him] dread to looſe my treaſur'd prize; 
O Cupid, Cupid, be no longer ſad, - 
Caſt off dull forrow and again be glad. 


Cupid. But ſay, when ſoft tranquillity is gone, 
When banith'd by rude fate's tremendous frown; 
When the fond breaſt of peace is deſtitute, 
And jarring ſtrife reigns monarch abſolute; 
Will ſweet content with her fair hoſt abide, 
Where ruin pours the vaſt impetuous tide? 

Yet, if my griefs have urg'd me to complain, 
"T'was but to mitigate the galling pain; 

But now, dull ſighs and groans will I forego, 
And 'gainſt the perpetrators of my woe, | 
Without prevarication arm my bow. 


Venus. Right, right, my boy, thou art love's 

godling ſtill, 
Thou n&er did'ſt ſhame thy birth, nor ever will. 
A wiſe 
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A wiſe reſolve to quit the fair one's fide, 
And let her feel the ack which ſhe deny'd; 


Convince her, when Love's god prepares a dart, 
- It is not beauty's charms can ſhield the heart; 

Then let their looks, their ſmiles, their beaming 
$ Ses, | 


In gazing ſhepherds create new ſurprize, 
While beauty's force enflaves each roving ſwain, 
Let Cupid's pow'r each ſhepherdeſs enchain. 


Cupid. Since you, dear mother, have your 

ſanction giv'n, | | [Heavn; 

For ſhades and groves Plt quit the realm of 

O'er hill, oer dale, ober woodland, lawn and plain, 

TIl rove, where ſhepherds watch their aa, 
train; 

Where flow'rs diſcloſe their variegated dye, 

Beneath the faireſt unperceiv'd PI lye; 

And then at ruddy ev'n, when nymphs convene 

Beneath the hawthorn, on the ename['d green, 

I in their boſoms will implant my darts, 

While they with conq'ring glances yanquiſh 
hearts, 
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At morning the bee, 
Roves careleſs and free, 
F Wiere Flora her treaſure beſtows, 
1 To kiſs the fair Gal 
| On the rivulet's brink, *. 
l. Or raviſh the neu- blaſſam d roſe. 
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By old age a dull drone he is made, | 


9 A n e en 


To the lilly 917 vale, 
Hie hums a fond tale, 
And corſſi po he feigns to careſs; 
The violet blue, 
And hyacinth too, 
He robs of the ſweets th eſs. 
The flow'rets moft jeg als 
© Experience his care, 
And rule him with prevalent feay, 
Mile luſtre remains, f 
O odour retains, 


"Bu he Wig hts the inglorious decay. 


Sy man I compare, 
(Who courts every fair ) 

7 a bees that ſip ſweets from each flow'r, 

le VOWS that he lrves, 
But time ſurely proves, 

*Tis only while beauty has pour. | 
When the cheeks florid hue, 
Hangs no longer in view, 

When the black curling treſſes grow grey, 
Men her eyes, (with cares full) 

Look languid and dull, 


Indiff 'rence rw feat doth allay. 


S woman's a flour, 
Her life's. but an hour, 
Alike flow'rs and women "muſt Jodey 
And man ts in youth, | 
A bee, but in truth, 


re 


- 
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Ye nymphs and ye ſwaihs, 
Who traverſe the plains, 

T he preſent's the time to be gay; 

An hour loft in care, 
You ner can repair, 

Nor life's gliding fiream can you Hay. 
— el the rules, 1 25 
Of wiſdom's ſage ſchools, 

Nor too vainly your moments employ ; 
When exhauſted, your ſands, 
And death fternly commmands, 

Have nathing to de - but to die, 


2 — 


* 


An invitation to a Gentleman to meet the Author 
at a Concert held at the Fox, in Duke: ſtreet, 
Bloomſbury Square, 


Friend Harry, 


A card now T ſend you entreating, 

That you would (on Saturday) give me the meeting, 

Near Bloom/bury Square, at the Fox in his den, 

Fiddlers of all forts and fizes convene ; 

As you're fond of variety, thus I invite you, 

To partake of a feaſt which I hope will delight you; 

Tuo ragouts nor du vin rouge, we've no ſuck fare 
here, 

Our chear, fir, is cat-gut, et de la forte bier: 

Admiffion is granted to butchers and bakers, 

= Lawyers, painters and * likewiſe — ; 


26 An ADDRESS. 


To folks of all tempers, and folks of all faſhions, 

Dull miſers, gay ſpendthrifts, and all denominations ; 

And as to religion, both Papifts and Quakers, 

Turks, wer and fews, herd with us elbows 

rs; 

But here is no ladies, Ill tell you for why, 

Cork _— are tao large, feather' d heads are toe 
LE | 

The ſtair-caſe is narrow, the door tos is low, 

And into our hall they're unable to go ; 

But dinner's juſt ready, I muft have ſome pudding, 

S farewell friend Harry, Im your's 


TOM GOODWIN. 


_— — — —— 


An ADDRESS to CærIA on Midſum- 
| mer-day, 


Dear Czha the weather's ſo hat, I declare, 
T wiſh from my ſoul we had April's cool air; 
The buftle of bus'neſs doth urge my complaint, 
And with labour flern rigour I'm ready to faint, 


The ſcience I Audied in wiſdom's ſage ſchool, 
Says, Repair ta the fountain, you then will be 


cool, 
But if 1 ſbou'd dive, I'm perſuaded to think, = 
Tho' my head is but light, yet by chance I might 


fink. Fo * 
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And as Pm a landſman, in truth I don't wiſh | 


3 To have my bones pick'd by a legion of fiſh; 
7 But it you can pity a ſwain in this trim, 

Do lend me your rump *, then I ſurely can ſwim. 
w * Alluding to the ladies wearing corł · rumps. 
00 r 

A BALLAD, ſung by Mr. Mrcr1vita, 

at Ranelagh, 1777, and ſet to muſic by the late 

I Mr. Bars. | 


The ſummer was over, my flacks were all ſboyn, 
My meadows were mown, I had hous'd all my corn ; 
Fair Plullida's cattage ſtood juſt in my view, 
So a wooing I went, I had nought elſe to do; 
On Fhrd's ſoft ſopha together we ſat, 
And ſpent ſome long moments in amorous chat ; 
| I told her I lov'd her, and hop'd ſbe lov'd too, 
T hen kiſs'd her ſweet lips, I had nought elſe to do. 


She hung down her head, and with bluſhes replied, 
Fl love you, but firſt you muſt make me your bride ; 
Without heſitation I made her a vow, 

To make her a wife, I had nought elſe to do; 

To the village in queſt of a prieſt did we roam, 

By fortune s decree the grave Don was at home; 

1 gave him a fee to make one of us two, 

He married us then, he had nought elſe to de. 


E 2 Fer 
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Fer. fince we've been happy with pace and content 
Nor taſted the ſorrows of thoſe who repent ; 
Our neigbours all round us, we love - and *tis true, 
Each other beſide, when we've nought elſe to do; 
With Phabus the toil of the day we begin, 
I ſhepherd my ewes, and ſhe fits down to ſpin; 
Our cares thus domeſtic, we'll arduous purſue, 
And die on a dey when ue ve nought elſe to do. 


ld. nd. 8 . - 8 1 ———_— 
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A BALLAD, ſung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall, 1777, ſet to muſic by the late 
Mr. BAr Es. 


Ye Bacchants fair, (with leaves of vine, 
To crown my brows a wreath entwine ; 
And fill the cup with ſparkling juice, 
Such as cluſter'd grapes produce 
Then Til quaff of joys divine, 
And drown my cares in roſy wine. 


Neer hence the coy diſdaining prude, 
Shall dare to tell me I was rude; 
Nor vain coquettiſh dame ſhall ſay, 
Cupid calls us, let's away ; 

For Til bow at Bacchus ſhrine, . 
And drown my cares in roſy wine. 


Let miſers count their glitt'ring ore, 
And heroes ſeek the joys of war ; 5 
| * 


It 


at 


't 
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Let hunters range the meadows round, 
With pealing horn and yelping hound; 
They've therr pleaſures, I' have mine, 
And drown my cares in roſy wine. 


Yet, wou'd ſome nymph of florid hue, 


In love fincere, and friendſhip true, 
W:th-me partake the roſy bowl, 


Care ſhou'd ne er invade my ſoul ; 


ove gives 2eft to roſy wine. 


8 


=_y joy would then be mine, 
For 


af. 


_— 


A BALLAD, ſung by Mr. Vero, at 
Vauxhall, 1777, fet to muſic by the late 
Mr. BAT Es. 


In of a lamb, | 
Tr l tray d from its dam, 

Young Corydon wander d afar; 

At the foot of a mount, 
Near a chriſtaline fount, 

He heard the ſhrill clangor of war. 
The ſhepherd (well pleas'd) 
Cried no more Ti be teas'd 

With ſolitude's diſſonant lore; 
The muſic to Charm, 
Is fame's loud alarm, 


That ſummous to glory and pow'r. 
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He follow'd the din, 
That warm d him within, . 
Oer woodland, thro" thicket and grove: 
Wien on a moſs bed, 
Beneath à cool ſhade 
27 poplar, with uvadbine enwove, 
A ſheperdeſs lay 
Obſcure from the ray, 
Mich predominant e doer the plain; 
She 15 retir' d, 
And labour inf; pir'd, 
To traverſe ſoft /lumber's domain. 


A while he ſurvey'd, 
Tue ſleeping fair maid, 

Then flole from her boſom a kiſs ; 
She awoke with a frown, 
Cried, intruder be gone, 

What daring preſumption is this + 
But ſoon ſhe grew kind, 

1 To uedlock inclin d, 

e ſwain (who was happy as ove) 
lag Mars he'd renounce, J 
And his trophies at once, 

To tarry with beauty and love. 


7 OE In OI 


P BALLAD, ang by Mrs. 1 
at Vauxhall, 1777, ſet to muſic by Mr. 


Hook. 


time Poe enjoy d the ſoft tranſports of love, 
Pre bill d like the ſparrow, and coo'd 12 the * bs 


— — 
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In woodbine alcove, or in jeſſamine bow v, 

With many fond ſhepherds Pre trifled an hour ; 
But now for ſuch pleaſures I care not a ruſh,” 
One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh.” 


Young Colin's fond promiſe inſpir d me with j 
And Damon's rare: — could 1 
With each have I. ſat in a lonely retreat, 

And beheld with delight the kind youth at my feet; 
But now for ſuch — I care not a ruſb, 
« One bird in the hat 


Gay Strephon declares Pm the girl to his mind, 
If he proves ſincere, Pl be conſtant and kind; © 
vows that to-morrow he'll make me his wife, 
PII fondly endeavour to bleſs him for life; 
For all other ſhepherds I care not a ruſh, | 
« One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh.” 


® 2 8 FR r 1 
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A BALLAD, fung by Mrs. WarcnTzx, 


at Vauxhall, 1778, ſet to mufic by Mr. 
Hook. 


Now ſumme? aaches, dull winter recedes, 
Primroſes and violets adurn ev'ry hull, | 

The lads and the laſſes trip der the green meads, 
Or fit by meander's flow murmuring rill; 

While the upland, the low land, the woodland the 


grow, 
And valley re-echaes ſweet carralls of love. 
| Wile 


is worth two in the buſh,” - 


* 
. 
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While Colin with Phillis repairs to the bow'r, 
T exchange a ſweet kiſs, or to plight a fond 


vow, 
Gay Florimel gathers each new-bloſſom'd flow'r, 
To _ with a Chaplet, her ſwain's youthful 
Wille the upland, Ac. 


Fair Daphne at morn, bids adieu to her cot, 
And ſeeks the cool grat, or ſecluded alcove ; 
Her Damon ſhe meets at the critical ſpat, 
His heart leaps for joy at the ſight of his love: 
While the upland, &c. | 


— 
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When Phbeus forſakes this low region of clay, 
And finks in ſoft rapture on Thetis fair breaſt ; 
For the weariſom labour of rigorous day, 
Balm night has an adequate portion of reft , 
tale the upland, &c. | 


— — — 


A PARODY on Mr. Quick's firſt ſong . 


in the Duenna. 
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For beauty in women I care not a firaw, 
= me but a Jones that's ook 
tho in her on a ab, 
Without &er 2 be mind. 
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Her cheeks may be coloured by nature or paint, 
And pimples of dimples in lieu; | 

Her legs may be crooked or ſtraight, I'm content, 
$ fate has equipt her with two. | 


If in flature ſhe's tall, then on tip-toe Pl fand, 
To ſnatch from her lips a ſweet kiſs; 
But if the reverſe, I will preſs her ſoft hand, 
And ſtoop for the exquiſite bliſs. 
If her teeth ſhou'd be black, why I care mt a jot, | 
Tm as 70 F they ſhould be white, | 
If ſhe has but any, and if ſhe has not, 
Why tis evident then ſhe can't bite. 


If ſhe's deaf, there's no danger I &er ſhould be 
cid, 

For ſhe can't hear the tales that are told; 

If blind why tis certain my faults will be hid, 
And if dumb then Im ſure ſhe can't ſcold; 

In youth or in age is a pleaſure to prove, 
Nor one can the other outvie, 

If buxom and young ſhe the better can love, 
And if old why the ſooner ſhe ll die. 


| 
| 
| 
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PEN, INK, and PAP E R. 
A a D454 


A Poet once did from his chiſet ſtray, 
While on the deſk pen, * and paper lay; 


A dread- 
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A dreadful conteſt roſe betwixt theſe three, 
Which beft c 22 ſu riority ; 

Oh, cries the ik, you fooliſh pair to prate, 
And on ſnch ſubj ect 2 7 75 debate ; 

My pour and virtue daily firws pr of ace, 
Pray what wit/out my aid cou'd you Produce 
My art, m ſelf, my luftre ſo divine, 

You ſurely muſt oun prerogative is mine. 


T he ſheet cad now no longer dormant lie, 
But thunder'd with diſdam this tart reply, 
T hy art, thy luſtre, and ws" ſelf, 
To boat, thes black inexorable elf ; 
'Tis well none hears thee but thy friends, thou calf, 
Elſe at ſuch folly they wou'd * ely laugh; 
Tue pen knows better than to hold diſpute, 
With one who muſt all arguments confute ; 
My ſacred birth-right, thoſe who can define, 
Wil ſurely own prerogative is mine. 


The pen now roſe and his long ſilence broke, 
And thus his two antagoniſts beſpoke, 

T hou baſe-born mangril, to the ink he cried, 
Ceaſe this mut ny, and abate thy pride ; 
Renounce the holy path that leads to fame, 
And let objcurity —— thy name; 

For lovely Cloe, faireſt of her train, 

In ſecret wrote a letter to her ſuain; 

In dark oblivion hide thy hideous head, 


T hou flain'd her ruffle, and ſhe was betray'd. 
Juen 
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Then to the paper turning, thus he ſpoke, 
No longer atm my anger to provoke, 

Nor on thy birth-right dare preſume to brag, 
T hou impious Ale es af a filthy rage: 

T am, by legal progeny the ſon, 

(By natural law) of an @therial Den; 

Mean while the Poet liſtened at the oor, © 

Till rage, calm patience, from his boſom tore; 
Ten in he ruſb d, inſpir d with vengeful air, 
And threw the three conteſtants on the fi, 

In «oleful accents they their v9:ces 015d, 
And thus he heard them murmer as they blaz'd, . } 
Our folly now too late we dearly rue, X 


1 ſuffer martyrdom for you, and you. 


yo Oe OO 


Tus MORA L. 


By this we may learn, 

And eaſy diſcern, | 
"Tis beſt to ſhun quarrels and ſtrife ; 

For while we're content, 

With what fortune has ſent, 
We enjoy ev'ry bleſſing of lite. 


F 2 An 
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An occafional PROLOGUE, ſpoken by a 
young Gentleman, preceding the Comedy 
of She Stoops to Conquer, which was per- 
formed by a ſele& Party, on the firſt Day 
of February, 1779, in the Aſſembly-Room 
at the Tower in Stockwell, Surry. 


To what various purpoſes may rooms be put, 
Here lads and laſjes oft have ſhook a foot; 

While ſome poor proper flood his elbow ſhakimg, 

And with a graceful air each cadence making ; 

Then, when the ſprightly tune was fairly ver, 

His cat-gut ſquea d cut — kiſs 'em; io be ſure 

J he lads were ready, and the laſſes willing, 

For few of either are averſe to billing, | 

T ho' ſome exclaim, ** I wou'd not for a ſhilling ;” 

1 nean the fair-ſex, and if ours per/ift, 

They'll ſqual out thus, * Oh fie, --- I uon t be kiſs'd.” 

But tune will ſoon the flagrant error ſhew, 

As they grow older, they'll grow wiſer tos : 

And gere dull Sqts have met, with vain pretences, 

7o drink for drink's ſake, till they drown ther 
ſenſes ; 

While jleeting time, with fleady pace mov'd on, 

Till ten, eleven, twelve had firuck and one; 

Then came their wives, with tongues like rattling 
thunder, 

Enough to raiſe a ſecond Stockwell wonder ; 

One ſhrew calPd knave, another drunken ſot, 


The third at her dear ſpoufe diſcharg d the pot; 
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One hen-peck'd cried, Dear Bet don't pic ker, 
1 * dont 1 the Rag 

S threats and pray'rs maintain d a clangor far, 
More loud aud terrible than wind or war ; 

The landlord with reluctance left the ſcore, | 
Where he had labour'd hard full half an hour, 9 
And turn d the noiſy crew all out oh door ; T 
The women frown'd at ſuch inſulting airs, 

The men (with hiccup) flagger'd down the ftarrs. 


But we to hide ſuch ſcences have dropt the curtain, 
And this is now our theatre for certain; 
The villagers, for ſocial mirth renoun' d, 
Have now a new and diff® rent ſpecie found; 
They round the bowl with ſongs were ever gay, 
But now deſign to repreſent a play ; 
She Stoops to Conquer 1s the piece intended, 
IWhere ftrokes of humour and of wit are blended ; 
'Tis 2 which Goldſmith dreſ d, aud if we're 

able, 

For your repaſt we'll ſet it on the table; 
Yet you muſt not expect to find decorum, 
Like that which Auditors percerve before em; 
When they repair to Covent-Garden's plain, 
Or trace the pleaſant ſhades of Drury-Lane; 
The ſhades where magic doth new arts invent, 
Transforming ev'ry bow'r into a lent ; | 
T he vale where Tragedy pour'd forth her tears, 
Now ſhines in arms, and as a camp appears ; 
T has troop can ſurely gain no ſmall renown, 
IWhile ev'ry night review'd by half the town ; 


Nor 
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Nor hiſs can Covent-Garden heroes boaſt, 
Whe have invaded ev'n th' embattled coaft ; 
Embark'd in ſafety, made their landing good, 
Withoat the loſs of tune, or loſs of blood. 


But we've no camps to ſbeu, nor yet invaſions, 
Our force had — too weak for fuck . 3 
We.cou'd not muſter vet'rans fierce and bold, 
Yet you ſhall ſoon our noble corps behold ; 

We hope each Critic will their pow'r ſuſpend, 
And let de fectiuve merit find a friend; 

For tho to night we fictiaus titles borrow, 

We mend to reaſſume our own to-morrow. 
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A ACROSTIC. 


An ACROSTIC. 
A laſs, alaſs, my hopes are vain, 


B chold me fink oppreſs d with pain; 


C aſt down with mis ry grief and care, 

D riv'n to th verge of dark diſpair; 

E ach morning dawns to ſee me grieve, 

F rom peace ſecluded doom'd to live; 

G racious pow'rs avert my woe, 

H ere your genial ſmiles beſtow ; 

*[ dalia ſend ſome pity ſoon, 

{ _ bids thee grant the boon ; 
necling I thy aid . 

L iſten pr'thee to my lore; 

M ark my words, thine anger ſpare, 

N ow I thus begin my pray'r, 

O may ſhe, that's ſweet and fair, 

Permit me to reveal my care 

Quell my doubts, and with a ſmile, 

R eward my labor, crown my toil ; 

| Sigh with me'till mutual joys, 

T umultuous in each breaſt doth riſe ; 

U ntil propitious love inſpires, 

V eſta's never-ceafing fires ; 

We then will ramble o'er the plain, 

*X empt from fear, to Hymen's fane; 

Y outh we'll ſpend in love's ſoft joy, 

Z calouſly old age employ, 

& prove chat bliſs which ne'er can cloy. 


* One of the names of Venus. 
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